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It was the night. The night the little girl 
was to become the woman, All her life daddy 
thought of Christine as a child He didn't see 
her growing tall and lush before his eyes. He 
had always concentrated on other things. His 
business, primarily. But tonight was the night 
of the big merger, and he wanted his gir! by his 
side. 

Christine looked forward to it as well, It 
was a great excuse to dress up — something she 
loved doing — and a chance to show daddy how 
much she had grown since mom had died. So 
on went the frilly underwear, On went the fem¬ 
inine garter belt instead of the usual pantyhose. 
On went the silky dress and the high, high 
heels. 

Finally she was all ready to go. She had 
her makeup on and picked up her purse when 
she heard the car horn outside her apartment. 
She was impressed by the limousine which 
awaited her at the curb. Leave it to daddy, she 
thought. Always traveling first class. But when 
she got to the already open door end leaned 
down, she didn't recognize the two men inside. 

"Wait''" she began. It was as far as she 
got. An iron-hard hand gripped her wrist and 
pulled. She was propelled into the arms of the 
other man. The car lurched away from the curb 
as he wrapped his arms around her. Her mouth 
opened and then the man who pulled her in¬ 
side pushed a cloth over her face. 

It was thick, it was pulpy, it was sod¬ 
den, It seemed to grip her face with glue. The 
glue odor filled her nostrils, then her mind. She 
fell into a bright white dream, then sank into a 
growing darkness. 

Her body ached when she awoke* She 
tried to stretch and get up before she realized 
they were still tying her. She bucked instantly 
and started to scream. Only one cry emerged 
before they gagged her tightly and cruelly. She 
continued to scream and contort on the dirty 
floor as her captors stood back. 

Things got out of hand. 

They were supposed to just keep hei 
there, unharmed, until the negotiations were 
over. But she was too pretty, and they were toe 
sick, and they saw too much as she writhed 
They saw her thighs, her stocking tops, her pan 
ties. They saw her breasts jiggle under the silk 
They saw her nipples harden against the cloth 

He put a noose around her neck so sht 
wouldn't collapse on him. Then ha started tor 
turing her in earnest He made her stand or 
paint cans and wrapped ropes tightly arounc 
her waist. He made her stand on one leg, tfn 
other roped to the ceiling by her ankle. Jus 
when she thought she couldn't stand any more 
she wasn't. He made her lie down. Then h 
roped her ankles to the ceiling. She closed he 
eyes. 

Her daddy's company security men f 
nally burst in. When she opened her eyes, sh 
had grown up far more than she wanted tc 
Now she had to do even more growing, just t 
stay sane. 
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No one could figure out why Tina was 
there. Not even Tina. All they knew was that 
after her yearly physical her doctor had admit’ 
ted her to the exclusive hospital and booked 
her a private room. All Tina knew was that the 
man was very quick to point out that it was no¬ 
thing serious, and that the hospital stay would 
cost her nothing, Not being one to look a gift 
examination in the mouth, Tina simply shrug¬ 
ged, packed up ail her naughty little nighties, 
and went to the hospice. 

Poor girl didn't have a clue. Not when 
the winding driveway to the place took her far 
away from the main drag, not when no one said 
boo when she checked in, and not even when 
they led her to the exclusive wing, with lt J s 
heavily insulated, soundproofed rooms far away 
from the hospital's main section. All Tina 
deemed to notice was the color TV, the stocked 
fridge, and the compact disc player. 

So it was safe to say that Tina was feel¬ 
ing no pain when the doctor crept into her 
room late that night and dropped the ropes nn 
her chest. 

Even though the place was pretty ex¬ 
clusive, the doc thought it best to take the air 
out of Tina's sails quickly. The cords went 
ground her throat almost as quickly as they 
went around her limbs. If she made too loud a 
noise, Tina got that choking sensation. "What 
is it?' r she managed to gasp. 

"Remember when I said it wasn't ser¬ 
ious?" her doctor asked, securing her wrists to 
her knees. "I lied." When her eyes widened, he 
continued quickly. "You have a serious pro¬ 
blem. But don't worry. Well take care of that," 

He took care of her skin and her round, 
high breasts all that night, and started working 
on her physical therapy the next day. Her 
wrists were attached to the pipe across the ceil¬ 
ing. as were the ropes between her legs. Tina 
heard the nurses making rounds, but there was 
a quarantine sign on the closed, locked door, 
and the look on her doctor's lace kept her lips 
quivering rather than opening wide. 

"Very good," he finally judged. "Time 
to work on the other symptoms." After all, the 
doc had other patients. So he put Tina to bed, 
first with her wrists together and then with her 
wrists wide. Another rope held her head down 
and stiiled her voice, while another attached her 
ankles to "he baseboard. And there was still 
that one more between her legs ... working on 
her "problem," 

After a tough day, the doctor returned, 
to find Tina responding well to her medication, 

"Excellent," he opined. "Time to up 
the dosage." Her ankles were soon attached to 
the ceiling. 

Finally the doctor tied her legs up and 
wide, preparing for his final injection, "One 
way or another/' he said, "this'll cure you." 
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There once was a man who hated in¬ 
justice. He practically burned with the fervor 
And one day this man met a woman he could- 
nt help seeing as immoral in every way. It 
wasn't just that she dressed and acted the slut. 
That he could take. It was worse.., much worse. 
She had no moral code of ethics, Her lack of 
morality extended from not only how she 
treated herself, but to how she treated others. 

The last straw, for him, was when she 
refused to sign his petition. "Murderers deserve 
to be punished/' she said, 

"But don't you see?" he stressed. “Ca¬ 
pital punishment is cruel and unusual punish¬ 
ment!” 

She laughed at him. "What's murder, 

then?" 

"Tow wrongs do not make a right!" 

"Try telling that to the victim/' she 
smirked. 

He got angry, "I suppose you'd like to 
go back to hanging/' 

She overreacted to his rage. "Maybe I 
would!" she snapped. 

Then he must have snapped as well. 
For that night he kidnapped her. He brought 
her to his cellar and made her sign the pe¬ 
tition. He looked at her teddi-clad body and 
her makeup — still heavy makeup even though 
it was the middle of the night - and he could- 
nt help but agree with her... some people did 
need to he punished. 

In rage, In horror, in insanity, he blade 
a noose for her. He tied her hands behind her 
back, and 1 let her feel the rope's rough caress 
across her throat. But that was not enough for 
him. He was too far gone now and she was 
much too frightened to be as defiant as she had 
been earlier. He had gone over the edge now. 

He assailed her womanhood as he felt 
she had assailed his manhood. He pulled down 
her teddi top, he tied her legs, he pulled a cord 
tightly between her legs, trying to shut his mind 
to her gasping. 

He could not stand to see her in the 
noose for long, but he couldn't let her go,., not 
now. So he put the noose at her ankles and tied 
her to the chair. He tried to string her up by her 
crotch. All she could do was watch him wide- 
eyed, and try to keep from hyperventilating. 

He surveyed her almost naked body, 
shiny, glistening with sweat. It angered him for 
reasons he had no way of understanding. He 
pulled the crotch rope tighter, lifting her from 
the chair seat, pulling her up until she could be 
silent no more. 

Her cries turned to gasps as he retied 
her. He did it in a frenzy, hardly stopping to see 
what he was doing. When he stumbled back, 
sweating and gasping himself, her knees were 
spread. She lay on the chair awkwardly, moan¬ 
ing and hissing. 

Early the next morning he turned him¬ 
self in. The authorities found her as he had left 
her; both arms and one ankle attached to a ceil¬ 
ing pipe. 
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Desperate straits lead to desperate mea¬ 
sures. But Emilio was not the murdering kind. 
Emilio was a wise and savvy businessman. 
Emilio knew how to delegate authority 1 - And 
Emilio had a wide range of associates. One such 
associate ran one of his vineyards for him, 
Emilio knew that this old gentlemen had always 
had a soft spot in his heart for Emilio's wife, 
but Emilio also knew that this man was old 
fashioned, believing In the ancient ways. 

And there was only one way to take a 
man's wife from him. 

"I shall make you a deal/' Emilio 
said. "You shall kidnap her. and l shall pay 
ransom, I shell pay ransom as long as you have 
her.,." 

Mr. and Mrs, Emilio visited the vineyard 
on a pretext. They had a wonderful time until 
the missus was sent down to get a rare vintage 
bottle of wine, Much to her amazement, an arm 
wrapped around her waist. A hand dapped over 
her mouth. She was dragged behind the casks. 

"I don't understand!!'' said later, yelling 
among the casks so she could hear, "Where is 
my wife?" 

"We do not know, Don Emilio!" the 
help maintained. Meanwhile the old gentleman 
looked into MRs, Emilio's eyes, smiling. She 
stood with her i>ack to a brick walk her wrists 
tied to her ankles in front of her. ropes holding 
a gagging cloth in her mouth, her neck corded 
to a bolt in the stone. Her dress was open and 
her captor slowly rubbed her chest, 

"You are dry, beautiful one," the old 
told her later. "Like unused vines. We must 
sweeten the crop, bring new moisture to the 
earth." Mrs. Emilio screamed as he attached her 
wrists to the wall and wrapped the rope about 
her hips, invading her womanhood. But the gag 
dampened her cries until the wine cellar swal¬ 
lowed them up. 

By day the old gentleman tended the 
farm. By night, he tended Mrs. Emilio, He 
stretched her jn positions that would try even 
the grapes. But each evening as he came to her, 
he saw that she had weathered the storm. He 
acknowledged what he had felt all along. That 
she was, indeed, from noble stock. She was res¬ 
ponding accordingly. 

But she was still a married woman. And 
a married woman would never accede to a man 
besides her husband willingly. So the old man 
gladly invited Emilio back. And he served his 
master a sumptuous meal. During the courses 
he would converse with Emilio and his girl 
friend. 

But between every course he would re* 
turn to Mrs, Emilio, who stood, head pulled 
back, rope around her waist, her arms at the 
wall bolt, an easily removed rope through her 
legs. 

He would stand behind her, his hands 
over her tits. She would call to her husband, 
but he would never hear. 
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THE NEW MODEL 

WITH CHRISSY MORRIS 


Desperation bred stupidity, Candi had 
come to the big city months before, hoping to 
make it as a model, only to find out the big city 
had a glut of women who were taller and 
prettier and wanted to be models days, weeks, 
months, years before Candi had wanted to. But 
she just kept getting up, putting on the make' 
up, slipping into the sexy clothes, strapping on 
the high heels, and answering the ads. 

The only thing that changed was Candi Y 
attitude. At first, all she would even consider 
was high fashion jobs at on!y the best agencies. 
Then maybe department store work. Ok, then 
how about catalog pictures? Well, ah right, any¬ 
thing that requires film in the camera, even if 
it was in this desolate loft in a run down section 
of the city. 

"Tm doing one of those detective ma¬ 
gazine covers," the sleazy photographer said 
and promptly began to shackle Candi to the 
ceiling. 

"Hey, wait a minute," she complained, 
and he was instantly apologetic, showing her 
one cover after another allegedly taken by him. 
The stream of half and quarter-dressed women 
in ropes and perils actually did much to soothe 
Candi. This guy night actually be on the level. 

Then again, he might not. 

Candi began to wonder again when the 
noose went around her neck and her skirt start¬ 
ed coming off. "Hey," was all she said, how¬ 
ever. 

The photographer was elusive again. 
"Really, love, you saw the covers," he main¬ 
tained, "They all had a bit of tit showing," 

She bit her lip, mentally agreeing. They 
had, end a batch of leg and a swath of thigh, 
too. Oh well, at least it was a paying job. Of 
course it was a bit late in the long run when he 
put the chain between her legs. "This isn't for 
a detective cover!" she wisely announced, 

"No," he admitted, running back be¬ 
hind the camera, "I do other work. Shame to 
waste you, love: you Ye perfect for it. I'll pay 
you extra." 

"I don't know,,." Candi began, but he 
was already snapping away. So she just grim¬ 
aced and bore it. And, of course, from there on, 
it just got worse end worse. 

Almost all her clothes came off except 
for her shoes and party hose. And he made 
quick work of those once her arms were bound 
behind her. He tore at them until they looked 
like a particularly sexy pair of garter hose. 


But by then Candi had to deal with the 
thick rope cinching her waist like a merry wi¬ 
dow corset and a thick strand trying to dig in¬ 
side her. "That's enough," she kep saying, and 
he kept saying, "Oh, just one more," And he 
kept reminding her that she was getting paid. 

When he started hanging her up, she just 
couldn't take it anymore. "I mean it!" she 
yelled, "That's it! Get me down from here!" 

"All right, all right," he soothed, "Keep 
it down, will you? I've got neighbors, you 
know." He hurried forward and sat her down, 
Candi breathed a sigh of relief, which caught in 
her throat as he started wrapping rope around 
her again. 

"What is this?" 

"Just one more setup, love, This is it, I 
promise." 

"Mo! Let me go, damn itf" 

"(13 pay you extra." 

"Mo," But it was weaker this time. 

"Fifteen minutes, I promise." 

She didn't agree, but she didn't say no, 
either. She just sat there as he tied her to the 
chair, more tightly than ever, even before. 
"Here, take this rope In your mouth," he in¬ 
structed, "That's beautiful, just beautiful. Now 
hold it," He took picture after picture until 
Candi thought she'd go crazy. Then they both 
heard the door downstairs open and slam shut. 

"Bobby?" a woman's voice called. 
Bobby, the photographer, nonchalantly approa¬ 
ched Candi from behind the camera, 

"111 be right down!" he called back, 
casually circling Candi and suddenly jamming a 
leather-covered bit-gag in her mouth. He buck¬ 
led it tightly around her head as she squealed 
and bucked. "There, there," ho whispered in 
her ear. "You'll do just fine," Candi screamed 
and screamed, writhing. 

Content that the woman downstairs 
couldn't hear the pinioned model, Bobby went 
to the door, smiting, Candi watched, horrified, 
as he left the loft, locking the door after him. 

"What did you do today?" she heard 
the woman ask him. 

"Oh. Nothing," she heard him reply. 
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BONDAGE FILM CLOSEOUT 

ORIGINALLY $30 EACH, NOW ONLY $15 EACH OR 4 FOR $50 



10?: Suspended 
in Chains, Encoring 
the forbidden room 
she finds the steel 
collar, the chain, the 
ball gag. And he uses 
them all—on her! 1 



194: The 
Novice's Mistake. 

Tina’s, line customer 
lurmout to be i 
dominant in disguise, 
and she has to be 
rescued. 



I8l: Bound, 
Gagged & Pun¬ 
ished. Waiting for 
her bondage partner, 
she falls asleep, 
dreaming of a bigger, 
mom powerful man. 



(70: Slave 
Training. Real SM 
people show how it’s 
supposed co be done 
with the riding Crop 
on bare thighs arid 
ass. 



106! Three for 
the Money, Lila 

goes to a bondage 
master, who does 
what her boyfriend is 
afraid to do: b'nd and 


discipline her. 



1 frit The Pledge, 

The vibrator sings its 
song as the new 


initiate, bound and 
helpless, submits to 
the b+iarrc rites of 



1 SO: Ni na Never 
Knew, Nuna't selF- 
bondage o inter¬ 
rupted by a stranger 
who fulfills her 
wildest sexual 
fantasies. 



169; The 


Bondage Master, 

San F rantisco’} Mark 
Chester binds 5M 
devotee Ami ‘Simon 
in his Oriental style 
bondage. 



16S: Tickled Tor¬ 


ment, Sira and Kim 
tie and tickle each 
other into a frenzy, 
each taking the 
dominant role in 
their erotic game. 



190: The Cure, 

She just coufdn’c 


masturbate for him! 
But he teases her 
until she needs the 
bottle inside her 1 It's 
only inches away! 



I79S Hard Hat 
Trouble, Janet the 
Supervisor orders 
jac k around once 
too often, and the 
bossy bitch finds 
herself in a bind- 



168; Ellen's 


Training, Tqu won't 
want to miss [he lov¬ 
ing SM as Master Jim 
binds and hangs pad- 
locks from Ellen's 
nipple rings! 



SOli Terms of 

Sate. The unusual 
terms of the con¬ 


tract included being 
[locked i n a barrei, 
tied hand and foot, 
and being gagged 



!89l Sweet Frus¬ 
tration, Caught in 
the basemen: with a 
d Ido, she is Lied 
tightly and teased in 
position after 
position. 



I77t Submission! 


The Icwely slave 
Carolyn couldn’t 
wait to show off all 
of her submissive 
chirms, including her 
new nipple rings 



167: The Rope 
Department. A 

beautiful bound 
bSonde starts this film 
whtth features five 
different bound 
beauties. 



lot: The Spy's 
Mistake. -Bad little 
girls get punished fo- 
spymg, and Mary was 
was bound, lashed, 
and pjnished severely 
for her snooping 



!8£± The Secret. 
Jennifer tkscovery her 
interest m BAD is 


shared by her room¬ 
mate. The surprised 
duo soon dance to 

the whip. 



(74: The Switch, 

A slave is delivered to 
a demanding mistress 
and punished, but the 
slave manages to 
turn the tables on 
the deminatri*, 



161; Hot to be 


Bound, jeinme's 
bondage wish comes 
true—naked, writh¬ 
ing and Spread wide, 
full of excitement 
and passion. 



lGd ; Bondage 


H igh, Tired of wait¬ 
ing for him, she be¬ 
gins masturbating. 

He shows up, goes 
to work, keeping her 
on a high for hours. 



|8f: Bondage 
Reward. Khtty 4 
taught in the base¬ 
ment playing with 
her sex toys. The in¬ 
truder ropes and 
teases her, 



173: Rude 
Arousal. Darfcnt. 
the little town flirt, is 
taught a lesson in 
BAD by the local 
girls chat she will 
never forget 



161: Turned 
Tables, The paid 
punisher gets so car¬ 
ried away m hit ned 
torment of Patty 
that he forgets he's 
only doing a Job. 



191: Force Fed- 

Angry at Lana's 
advances towa-d her 
boyfriend, Jackie 
C aresses her room¬ 
mate with both 
hands and whip! 



I 84: Trouble for 
Su tie. Curiosity 


leads Suzic to search 
the new neighbors' 
apartment, only to 
find herself in serin- 
gent bondage 



_ —Ji 1 

J7ii Code of 


Honor, Alice cheats 
on her husband and 
her brother-in-law 
whips her cruelly to 
uphold the famiy 
honor. 



(60: Sore 
W inner. This flaunt¬ 
ing tennis champ 
finds herself bound 
and whipped On the 
ass with her own 
tennis racket. 



196: Red Hoc 
Captive. Marti Kaye 


stars in this red hot 
bondage film, captive 
[O an expert rope 
master who really 
has her in a bind. 



1831 Nightmare 

Jana falls asleep and 
dreams of a beautiful 
dominatrix putting 
hqr through strin¬ 
gent bondage 
positions. 



(71: Sorority 


Pledge, Anne teams 
that being a member 
of the sorority isn't 
easy. 5he is taken to 
a bondage master for 
a heavy having! 



(59: Double- 

cross. Maria tries to 
leave with the 
money, but Jerry dis¬ 
covers her and 
teaches her a painful 
lesson! 



PHONE ORDERS: (213) 479-S327/473-7280 


ALL FILMS ARE £ II EACH 
OR 4 FOR, SIP 

UR REGULAR SMM 
US Super BUM 
■ hlOr AVAILABLE 

.R BS 207 VjipcriSc-d «i Chans 
; R as 306 rune* lor (he MstWy 
E R as IO 5 T-cM ed Tarnx-M 
...ft aS 203 Tcttii □' laic 
R as 201 Tik Spy's hVfulte 
□R as 200 

ZR ZS 147 Fenced 
A DS 14 6 hud Hot Clptme 
DR i ’S 14 4 The Nice's MivLike- 
ZR as 191 Tic PWjsc 
Zitas 190 TtK Cvrr 


R Z5 I 69 Fr juration 
i“.R B 5 I 66 The 5«TO 

IR ..SI 63 Bondbgc Plr- ,'-.i r -:l 

DR DS 164 Trouble far Sujic 
BR as 164 Mgfmnra 
□R BS I 62 Bamd, Gagged & Pun 
_R a$ ( (0 Kni Newv Knew 
□R ZS I » Hvd kit Trp,,^ 

ZR BS I 77 kfanoon' 

UR . :s 174 Tin Swiuh 
QR as I 71 fWt Arovul 
_ ft . .S I 7 2 C o-dc of Honor 
Dues 171 Sororty Pledge 
R BS I JO SOrt Tmnn; 

R S I 6 9 The Bondigp Master 
B ft BS I 69 fcBen'i Thiuiing 

OR OS I *7 T*w ftspe Department 
□it OS I #2 hSi-i v? be Ekxi-x! 


ZR 5 161 Tjmtd Tjblov 
□ R 05 I 60 SSrt VVlnucv 

DR as 1 19 

MDHt FILMS 

BR S 69 Tim knnfe 
ZR B 5 5 5 Teiied £ tyirscrMiM 

an as i* D*K. r -T a-* c -. 

DR S II Lithrvj; lxs»n fer 
ZR B5 SO Beg Tar Merey Biieh 1 
BR ZS 44 F : to be T*d 
BR ’S 42 So R«i (he Afs 
RR □! 41 Cr+'i Red Hot Ustpr 
BR BS 36 Outdoor Doublet roll 
R BS 2S fLitf 6ot(6pn fc 
BR S 24 Spg ■ ,.ix & CCsning Aruvt 
ZR BS 19 Kidnaped! 

_ R BS 16 Bound Babe m the- Woodi 


Name 

Address 

Oty __ ___State Zip _ _ 

Account No. 

Interbank No. _ Expirat ion Date 

Total Am ount of Ord er $ _ _ 

Pfcifc xdd $1 00 postage and hiring for «ch film ordered 
Cahterrtaj reudcncj add 4 • 1 z ls & ulei m. 

_tash Jcheek LUm-oney order DMastcrCard l !VISA 

I certify that f am 21 years of age or older and fully understand that 
the merchandise \ am ordering may be considered sexually Oriented. 


HOM, Inc,, P.Q. BOX 7302, Van Nuys, CA 91409-9987 






































































































SERVING GIRL 


WITH LORI WAVERLY 

Tatiana was not used to being treated 
this way... and said so. "If you'll excuse me, 
sir," she said as frostily as she could, consider¬ 
ing the circumstances, "but this is not the way 
a woman of my position should he ... kept." 
Even she had problems with the concept and 
the words. 

"Why not?" said her ... host. "You're a 
serving girl, aren't you?" 

"The best in Europe," she said proudly 
... or as proudly as you could wearing a collar 
around your throat and otherwise not much of 
anything else at all- "And while we're on the 
subject, this is not the way a woman of my pos¬ 
tion should be dressed." 

"We're not on the subject," he said, 
going about his business. "You are." 

"And another thing," she continued, 
getting her dander up. "This is not my idea of 
proper lodgings. Our contract stipulates very 
clearly the need for proper lodgings...!" 

"Look," he said sharply, sticking his 
face very close to hers. "You're a serving girl, 
right? And I'm your new master, right? I paid 
for your trip over here and wc have a signed 
contract for a year, right? So serve me." 

"It would be a pleasure." she choked, 
"sir. But how can I in this ... outfit, and ... and 
these chains about my wrists 

"That's exactly how, honey/' he said, 
smiling. "I don't want you to serve me tea, you 
know." Suddenly it all became frighteningly 
clear to her, And he moved in just as she started 
to yell. "Now that's more like it," he grunted as 
he prepared her for her first night. 

Tatiana ail but hung in her "room" in 
the cdiar. She had tried to cry out to the mail¬ 
man, to the traveling salesmen, to the paper 
hoy, but the choker around her neck did 
exactly that. It choked off her shouts into 
hoarse hisses. It was all she could do to keep 
breathing and swallowing. 

The screaming would come later, when 
her master came home from work and showed 
her more of "the ropes." That is, how to serve 
him in her new job. One leg would go up and 
the rope would go between them, burrowing 
deep in her crack, itching at her very self. And 
then, even then, the cries she was so desperate 
to make would become moans, and then pained 
gasps. 


Each day he would leave her helpless 
and each night he would train her until the days 
and nights melded into one awful era of sensual 
experience. "Upstairs, Downstairs," he kept 
reminding her. He would relax upstairs while 
She toiled downstairs, escape just twelve steps 
too many. 

Even so, she was a strong European 
woman. She never gave up. And somehow that 
both angered and delighted her roaster. On the 
night of her most stringent position yet — 
doubled over, wrists behind, tied high to the 
cellar ceiling, a rope from her elbows through 
her rump and to her neck - he told her he had 
company upstairs. Even though she could hard¬ 
ly catch her breath because of the sexual tor¬ 
ment, she still tried to cry out. 

Later, her new master sat with his 
friends, smiling. "Come on/' one said. "You're 
smiling that 1 know something you don't 
know'smile. What is it? A new girlfriend?" 

"You coufd say that/' her new master 
admitted and changed the subject- Late that 
night, when he was showing ids last guest out, 
only he still knew that his serving girl was in the 
cellar, knees on the floor, wrists still attached 
to the ceiling, panties pulled down, and the 
thick, rubbery gag pushing her tongue down, 
prying her jaws wide, making her calls for help 
into anguished groans. 

Who could say what the night might 
yield up? 
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THE HON PAPERBACK LIBRARY 

Build up your paperback library today. HOM Inc. offers these fabulous prices on superb publications. 


THE HIT SERIES BY F 



HIT 



Pamela 

Prchtias 




(-114IN ME 
I UHEVER 






BROOKE 

ATHERTON 


E. CAMPBELL cover illustrations by Robert Bishop 
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Soft 


the 


HIT 149 







THE FELLOWES BOOKLETS BY F.E. CAMPBELL, illustrated by Ashely 
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IFM nil I -M H L 


IT II 
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THE SLAVER SERIES by Ellen & James Windsor 



TYLER: MEMOIRS OF A WHITE SLAVER 



TO I T02 TO3 T04 



PHONE ORDERS: (213) 479-5327/473-7280 


Name 


THE HIT 

~MIT I f 3 Pmj UM 

HIT IJI iVndj Fnh-iiw S) ft 

HIT I 5D Girl &t-i-’id Ba-v Sift 

IHIT 14* G.'I the j fcjr i is ft 
HiTMALntor lift 

_HIT 147 Cjpimwl Si ft 

HIT 14b ftfri.ltf lift 

HIT 14 S Braaltc: AihcfT-wt Si ft 
HIT 144 GmckU Sift 

□HIT 141 Char Me Forever 51 US 
□ HlTMlDute Sift 

HIT 14 I S.,l> 51 ft 

HIT 140 Lo'-nAi SI ft 

HIT I 14 SlMr r 51ft 

HIT I IB L-v.k, Long Cl-.-..-: 51 ft 

HIT 117 D-cvnStw* 51 ft 

HIT 114 Slj.t HirLti 51 ft 


HIT Ilf .:elen&ri 51 ft 

MIT 114 Joyce 51 ft 

HIV ISlinOKl lift 

HOM 104 Belo^d Serd) 53 ft 

HOM 101 Barba-* J3 95 

“HUM IOISwWi 5195 

HOM 101 Seigneu-v P.'i,- i 53 ft 

HIT \ 11 ■-c 5eipiL^ry 51 95 

HIT 111 Drvtllt 51 ft 

HIT I 10 The G.H in Oun» 5195 
HIT llODvn 51 ft 


THE FELLOWES BDOKIFT5 


F I 6 Pii-ed PbJr-.e r-: 53SO 

Of IS fetanto Rings chc Belle S1 50 
Cf *4 Whpprf Wife Si 50 

wFI 1 NnlO N:>|).iry SI SO 

Fll’" ill Frci-i’.-i SJ 50 


..Fl| JVlurtUi'i PiFW.irnrm 

SI 

50 

□i 1 0 The Ofn-ri qC ChiiJi t 

51 

50 

i_F&* The urpbc r 5 Tcoi 

51 

50 

UF47 Te*C'iNiwi ftaj . 

SI 

ft 

F04 ^ifTbf <jl CflM 

Si 

ft 

THE SLAVER SERIFS 



54 01 ChM -4 qt Sind 

51 

ft 

SQPl kjcey 0 Do'n Ser>ice 

51 


IM1 ft ■!(;-. i: 4 

51 

ft 

L30Q4 ReLitrn ic Avc-ntfjlr 

51 

>5 

THE TYLER SERIES 



, TO 1 jJj-.ei CD ftack'n'ftod 

51 

95 

TM ft^i-K,. 

S3 

95 

T01 ic Hue 

53 

ft 

_.T04 Co-pc/r.icf Csari.f-i 

53 

95 


HOM, Inc,, P*0. Box 7302, Van Nuys, CA 91409-9987 


Address 

Citjf_ _ St3L C Zip 

Account No. 

In terbank No. E xpirati o n Datg _ 

Total Amount of Order $ 

PIl-hc idd SQ< pQ'.Qg.C and handling ler cn<;>i poperin{k ejrijpred 

Ci r^nva r^i-der-TS. Idd 6' i a o tJliS si* 

...cash . icheck Owicncy Order MasterCard UVISA 

I Certify chat I am years of age or cld-or nod fully understand that 
The merchandise I am ordering mi]/ be conv-dcred 5 cxua.ll> oriented 

Signature 




























































































































